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And I told of our proverb that "charity begins at
home."

"It is a good question," they replied, and Sirhan said:
"All of the woman's relatives had died. She was too old
to marry again, and her great pride was such that she re-
fused to accept their alms, because there could never be
requital."

They were not displeased that I had raised the ques-
tion. But perhaps in friendly malice, they asked if I
could match their tales with one of farengi generosity.
With Haditha's bird perched near, I told them Boccaccio's
story of the man who had slain his pet falcon to set meat
before his lady. It was a proper tale, they said, but
Mitkhal keenly added that it was "not the same,3' since
it was done for romantic love, rather than hospitality.

Another of their stories that night struck me as being
fabulous or at least embroidered with exaggerations.

Sheik Hatirn of the Beni Tai had a son named Zjeyd.
The child had no sense of property value, and from the
age of eight he would give to any passing stranger goats
and sheep from the flocks entrusted to his care. Finally
his father sent him with the herdsmen, Into the far desert,
where strangers seldom passed.

One day the boy was riding with a herdsman, leading a
hundred camels. They chanced to meet three mnashid
[Bedouin troubadours] who sang for him. He was en-
chanted and said: "I will make you a gift." He divided
the flock into three parts and gave one to each of the
singers. The herdsman could not forbid it, because Zjeyd
was the sheik's son, but he sent word to Hatim, saying:
"Your son is smitten by Allah, He is a saint, but if he
remains with us you will soon have no camels left."